NOTE  FROM  THE  EDITOR: 


. . .  "to  hold  from  this  day  forward,  for  better  for  worse,  for  richer 
for  poorer,  in  sickness  and  in  health,  to  love  and  to  cherish,  till 
death  us  do  part.  .  .  " 

Even  the  parting  of  death  is  only  temporary  to  the  physical 
being.  To  the  spiritual  being,  there  is  no  parting  at  all.  A  loved  one 
or  just  a  friend,  perhaps  just  a  mere  acquaintance,  all  of  these 
live  on  in  memories.  Those  who  have  died,  or  are  only  separated 
from  you  by  distance,  they  are  not  parted  from  you.  Out  of  sight 
is  not  out  of  mind.  The  remembrance  of  those  you  have  known; 
this  is  enough  to  still  the  parting  spirit.  From  birth  until  death, 
and  forever  afterward,  the  spirit  lives  on,  and  with  it 
togetherness. 

Remember,  in  all  occasions  of  separation,  parting  is  not 
forever. 


John  Bergmann 


About  the 


According  to  the  Analytical  Concordance  to  the  Bible,  the 
meaning  of  "sefer"  or  "sepher"  is  derived  from  the  Hebrew, 
meaning  "writing"  or  "book." 
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MOONBEAMS  AND  MADNESS 

The  old  man  had  intruded  into  his  son's  room,  which  contained  within  it 
pale  green  walls  hundreds  of  books,  three  old  and  battered  typewriters  and  an 
unmade  bed.  In  his  hand  he  held  the  handwritten  pages  of  an  unfinished 
manuscript. 

"What  do  you  think  of  it,  Dad?"  The  words  had  crept  soft  spoken  and 
tentative  across  the  disordered  room.  And  yet,  the  sound  of  his  son's  gentle 
voice  startled  the  old  man  —  startled  him  with  the  sudden  realization  that  he 
had  been  caught.  Slowly,  he  turned  away  from  the  cluttered  child  sized  desk  in 
front  of  him  and  faced  his  son  —  the  author. 

The  younger  man  stood  slouched  against  the  frame  of  the  open  door  to  his 
bedroonn,  his  thin  arms  folded  across  the  front  of  an  ornamented  T-shirt.  But  at 
that  moment  his  father  was  seeing  him  only  indistinctly.  Somehow  his  eyes  had 
discarded  the  moccasins,  the  faded  dungarees,  the  over-affluence  of  hair  the 
color  of  fresh  made  iced  tea  which  covered  his  son's  head,  draped  the  back  of  his 
neck  and  fringed  his  jaw  and  upperlip  with  a  three  week's  growth  of  beard;  and 
the  father  was  momentarily  dazzled  by  a  mirror  image  of  his  own  youth. 

"So  far  it's  probably  the  best  thing  you've  done,"  the  old  man  answered 
finally  in  a  tone  which  contained  no  praise  whatever,  "but  it's  nothing  I'd  expect 
to  make  a  living  with.  When  do  you  plan  to  give  up  this  nonsense  and  get  started 
with  a  sensible  career?" 

The  young  man  shifted  the  insubstantial  weight  of  his  narrow  shoulders 
away  from  the  door  jamb  and  stood  erect  as  his  slender  frame  visably  tensed. 
"Thanks  at  least  for  faint  praise,"  he  replied.  His  voice  was  almost  a  sign  of 
resignation,  while  the  features  of  his  sensitive,  sad-eyed  face  betrayed  his  hurt. 
He  was  already  trying  to  brace  himself  for  what  he  knew  from  past  encounters 
would  follow. 

"When  the  hell  are  you  going  to  grow  up?  When  are  you  going  to  stop 
wasting  your  life  on  stupid  dreams?"  The  old  man  angrily  shook  the  loose  leaves 
of  manuscript  in  his  son's  face. 

The  younger  man  made  a  rapid  stride  forward  on  moccasined  feet  and  held 
out  his  hand  as  if  to  rescue  his  work  from  possible  destruction.  But  he  was 
halted  in  the  middle  of  the  room  by  the  palpable  barrier  of  anguish  and 
exasDeration  which  surrounded  his  father  and  which  he  undeniably  felt  as  he 
drew  nearer  to  him? 

"When,  son?  When?  Answer  me  that,  will  you?" 

The  son  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  withdrew  his  hand.  "When  I'm  dead  I 
suppose." 

"Death?  Don't  talk  to  ME  about  death— not  until  you've  been  flat  on  your 
back  in  a  hospital  bed  with  your  body  stuck  full  of  tubes  and  needles  and  have 
actually  seen  death  reflected  in  a  doctor's  eyes!!'  The  old  man's  face  was  as  red 
as  the  spiral  burner  on  an  electric  stove,  and  his  dark  eyes  burned  with  the  wild 
rage  of  a  gasoline  fire.  And  the  son  feared  that  his  father  was  about  to  suffer 
another  sudden  onslaught  of  a  recurrent  illness—  feared  and  pitied,  but  was  still 
aware  that  his  father  was  again  using  his  precarious  health  as  a  weapon  of 
intimidation. 

"Look  at  you!  You're  nearly  thirty  and  have  never  had  a  decent  job.  You've 
been  a  bartender,  a  truck  driver,  a  deckhand  on  a  shrimp  boat,  a  painter's  helper 
in  an  auto  body  shop  and  a  night  clerk  in  a  motel.  Is  that  what  you  went  to  college 
for?  Your  old  car  sits  on  blocks  in  the  backyard  because  you  can't  afford  to  buy 
insurance  on  it;  and  if  it  wasn't  for  your  mother  and  me  you'd  have  already 
starved  to  death!  And  what  do  we  get  from  you?  Moonbeams  and  madness, 
that's  all!" 

The  old  man  then  tossed  the  pages  of  his  son's  manuscript  back  onto  the 
littered  desk  top  as  though  ridding  himself  of  an  old  newspaper  that  had  been 
used  to  wrap  garbage.  
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His  father's  gesture  of  contempt  and  disgust  with  the  product  of  his  labors 
inspired  an  irresistible  urge  within  the  son  to  strike  back  at  him.  But  the  father 
was  in  no  danger  from  his  son's  fists,  and  he  knew  it— knew  it  far  too  well,  and 
had  wished  many  times  that  it  was  not  true.  No  hustle;  no  killer  instinct.  Too 
goddamned  gentle  for  the  harsh  world  he  knew  his  son  would  someday  inevitably 
have  to  face,  and  would  probably  be  devoured  by.  .  . 

"I'd  rather  starve  to  death,  then,  than  to  settle  uncomfortably  into  middle 
class  mediocrity!"  This  was  the  only  retaliation  the  son  could  muster,  and  an 
immediate  and  sharp  pang  of  regret  followed  his  anger-bidden  declaration.  The 
son  did  not  want  to  hurt  his  father. 

. . .  Words,  only  words;  and  who  hears  words  in  Bedlam?  "What  do  you  mean  by 
that?"  the  old  man  demanded. 

"You  know  what  I  mean,  Dad.  We've  talked  about  it  before  in  a  quieter  time." 

All  of  the  flushed  crimson  suddenly  evaporated  from  the  old  man's  face  and 
it  became  the  morbid  white  of  the  belly  of  an  up- turned  fish,  dead,  bloated,  killed 
by  a  stagnant  environment  which  it  could  not  escape.  He  understood  what- his 
son  had  said— and  knew  that  it  was  true.  And  this  awareness  only  added  to  his 
mounting  frustration. 

"There's  not  much  danger  of  your  ever  starving  to  death  as  long  as  you're 
still  putting  your  feet  under  My  table!" 

The  son's  heart  was  as  downcast  as  were  his  eyes  as  they  searched  for 
some  fugitive  thread  of  hope  lodged  in  the  pile  of  the  meadow  green  carpet 
beneath  his  feet.  But  there  was  none  that  he  could  discover,  and  so  he  sadly 
shook  his  head  and  said: 

"Okay,  okay.  There's  no  use  arguing.  If  you  don't  want  me  here,  just  say  so— 
I'll  leave.  I  can  always  move  in  with  Skip  downtown. .  .I'll  find  something  to  keep 
body  and  soul  together  while  I  work." 

"Work?  Do  you  call  this  work?"  the  old  man  said  waving  his  hand  at  the  heap 
of  papers  on  his  son's  desk.  "I  work!  —  work  myself  into  a  heart  attack  on  an 
insurance  debit  while  you  play!" 

"Alright,  Dad  I'll  leave.  I'll  call  Skip.  .  .I'll  move  out." 

"That's  not  the  answer!  Do  you  really  think  that's  the  answer?  Do  you  think 
moving  out  of  my  house  will  make  me  stop  worrying  about  you?  You're  still  my 
son,  no  matter  where  you  live  —  or  how!" 

"I  don't  mean  to  worry  you,  Dad.  And  I  really  wish  there  was  some  way  I 
could  make  you  understand  my  work  —  and  my  need  to  do  it.  It  may  not  be 
exactly  where  I  want  it  to  be  —  but  I'm  close.  I'm  awful  close!  Professor  Winters 
out  at  the  college  has  been  helping  me,  and  he  agrees.  I  wish  there  was  some 
way  I  could  make  you  see  my  work  with  his  eyes." 

"Moonbeams  and  madness!"  exclaimed  the  old  man.  "Both  you  and  your 
Professor  Winters.  What  the  hell  does  any  college  professor  understand  about 
the  real  world?" 

"Okay,  okay,  I'll  move  out.  I  can't  make  you  happy;  and  I  can't  give  up  my 
work  —  and  you  and  I  both  know  why  I  can't.  .  .I'll  call  Skip." 

And  the  old  man  saw  his  son  slowly  turn  his  back  to  him  and  leave  the 
bedroom  with  heavy  funereal  footsteps.  Alone  again  in  his  son's  room,  with  its 
disordered  bookshelves  and  beneath  the  lifeless  lithographed  eyes  of  the 
framed  portraits  of  Walt  Whitman  and  F.  Scott  Fitzgerald  and  William  Faulkner, 
he  returned  to  the  desk  —  the  undersized  child's  desk  that  he  had  bought 
second-hand  and  had  refinished  a  bright  green  his  son's  fifth  year  in  grammar 
school.  It  was  at  this  desk  that  he  hoped  his  namesake  would  apply  himself  to 
scholastic  achievement  and  honors.  But  instead,  the  boy  had  used  it  to  build 
model  cars  and  scribble  away  at  cowboy  stories. 
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"Moonbeams  and  madness.  .  ."  the  father  muttered  half-aloud  as  he 
recollected  the  violently  scattered  pages  of  his  son's  latest  effort.  And  as  he 
self-consciously  began  to  read  again,  he  was  unable  to  rid  himself  of  the  memory 
of  another  young  man  who  had  also  dreamed  of  becoming  a  writer,  who  had  won 
awards  for  his  poetry  in  high  school,  who  had  attempted  to  put  his  thoughts  and 
feelings  into  short  stories  while  standing  late  night  duty  watches  aboard  a  Navy 
aircraft  carrier  cruising  in  the  Pacific  during  World  War  II,  who  had  even 
comtemplated  writing  a  novel  about  his  wartime  experiences  —  until  the  heavy 
metal  hatch  of  circumstances  had  slammed  shut  above  his  head,  sealing  him 
forever  within  the  steel  bowels  of  responsibility.  .  . 

Irene  was  already  far  enough  along  to  begin  to  show  when  his  ship  had 
docked  at  San  Diego.  And  it  was  there  that  he  received  her  desperate  letter 
telling  him  that  she  was  pregnant.  Irene,  the  sweet  girl  with  the  tea-colored  hair 
who  was  now  his  wife  was  about  to  give  birth  to  the  son  who  was  now  wasting 
his  life  trying  to  be  a  writer— 

His  own  dreams  bypassed,  lost  to  a  nearly  thirty-year  string  of  everydays, 
the  old  man  reading  his  son's  manuscript  felt  again  a  deep  pang  of  longing  and 
the  return  of  a  sense  of  unf  ulf  illment  which  had  never  truly  left  him  since  he  had 
packed  away  his  own  labored-over  pages  into  a  now  missing  but  never  forgotten 
sea  chest. 

And  his  son  knew  this.  There  had  been  a  time  when  the  old  man  had  talked  to 
him  about  it  —  not  that  he  especially  wanted  to  tell  the  story.  But  rather,  he  had 
needed  to  have  answered  in  his  own  mind  whether  even  moonbeams  and 
madness  are  mingled  by  Nature  in  the  two  bloods  of  father  and  son  —  whether 
dreams  and  desires  are  also  carried  in  the  genes. 

And  the  answer  that  he  thought  he  had  discovered  frightened  him  — 
especially  now.  The  stuff  of  dreams  resides  even  in  the  cells,  the  old  man 
thought.  And  the  thought  made  his  son's  uncompleted  composition  as  heavy  as 
a  cinderblock  in  his  hands.  He  could  read  no  further.  He  had  to  set  the  scribbled 
pages  down.  Because,  as  a  father  who  deeply  and  truly  loved  his  son,  he  greatly 
feared  the  terrible  damage  that  might  be  done  to  him  if  he  failed  to  realize  his 
dream.  And  also,  though  he  but  vaguely  understood  the  fact  himself,  and  would 
have  vehemently  denied  it  if  someone  else  had  expressed  it  to  him,  as  a  might- 
have-been  writer  himself,  he  also  greatly  feared  that  his  son  might  someday 
succeed! 

"Dad?"  The  son  was  again  framed  in  the  bedroom  doorway.  "I've  called  Skip. 
He's  going  to  drive  out  and  pick  me  up. .  .1  think  I  can  go  back  to  work  for  Harold. 
The  club's  within  walking  distance  of  Skip's  so  I  won't  need  a  car  for  awhile. . ." 
The  boy  —  and  in  his  father's  eyes  he  would  always  be  a  boy  —  halted  and  was 
poised  as  if  anticipating  a  reply. 

But  the  old  man  merely  returned  his  stare  and  said  nothing.  Inwardly,  he 
searched  for  words,  but  none  that  he  really  needed  would  come  to  him.  They  all 
seemed  to  have  been  locked  away  in  a  lost  but  not  forgotten  sea  chest. . .  along 
with  his  own  moonbeams  and  madness. 

Jeff  Holbrooks 
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SCAMPERS  SECRET 


Black  as  charcoal,  smooth  as  silk 
Softly  purring,  lapping  milk, 
Gently  tossing  a  ball  of  yarn 
Stalking  mice  in  the  barn, 
Sleeping  soundly  in  my  lap, 
While  your  kittens  take  a  nap, 
Stretching  when  you  hear  their  "mew", 
Your  dear  babies  calling  you, 
Bathing,  feeding,  loving  each, 
Specific  lessons  you  must  teach, 
Watching  you  I  understood, 
A  special  side  of  Motherhood, 
Time  to  hold,  love,  and  caress, 
Discipline  through  tenderness, 
Yet  time  to  leave  them  all  alone, 
And  follow  pursuits  of  your  own. 

Barbara  Stall 


UNSPOKEN  FEELINGS 

When  I  walked  along  with  you  that  day 

you  didn't  think  it  fair 
That  blustery  old  Autumn  Wind 

played  havoc  with  my  hair. 
Synchronized,  step  by  step, 

we  spent  the  time  alone 
And  now  your  memory  brings  me  pain 

I  can't  believe  you're  gone. 
Separation,  cruel  words.  .  . 

We  spoke  without  a  smile 
Neither  of  us  willing 

to  go  that  "extra  mile". 
What  went  wrong?  I  ask  myself 

each  moment  of  the  day; 
How  could  our  minds  forget  that  love 

involves  both  work  and  play? 
Now  each  of  us  must  grow.  .  .apart.  .  . 

and  function  on  our  own. 
Hopefully  from  all  of  this 

inside  we  both  have  grown. 

Barbara  Stall 


mo  3%  piii 

Consider  tlje  tmmensitg  of  tlje  uniuerse: 
(ETIrje  perhurable  flux  of  uitalitg  ano  exhaust, 
(Eljc  illimitable  expanbing  sphere  of  space, 
®lje  progressive  eternitg  of  Ifistoric  time, 
®lje  abgsmal  points  of  bensitg  tljat  ingest 
— like  cannibals — 
©Ijeir  logical  soctetg; 

®ljen,  seek  to  knofo  tl]e  significance  of  flesl] 
JVno  its  component  parts  mitlj  experient  tljougljL 
JVre  gou  no  more  tl|an  bios? 
^o  more  tljan  microcosm? 
^Jo  more  tljan  macrocosm? 

^Encounter  tlje  Ijeafcens: 

©lje  reflection  of  mise  men's  eyes  on  a  borne  of 

translucent  blue, 

®l|e  capsule  of  emotion, 

®lje  echoes  of  gesterbag  anb  a  glimpse  of  tomorrofa, 

®lje  peaks  ttjat  stretclj 

— like  peoestals — 

®o  tl|e  tl|rone  of  kings, 

tEl^e  maxing  ripples  of  euerg  ting  pebble; 

tEljen  feel  tlje  pomer  culminate  in  your  ofon  bloob 

JVnb  rule  in  gour  bemocracg, 

(SJor  gou  are  euergtljing 

JVnb  euergtljing  is  gou — 

Tig  ^oul!  TMg  ^oul! 
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Cold,  impersonal 
concrete  and  steel 
most  unnatural 
skyward  reaching  blemishes 
break  the  wind, 
drafts  result. 
One  man's  glory 
another  man's  blight. 
Gross,  rigid,  simple, 
there  they  stand 
replacing  life. 

K.  Rudolph 


EARLY  MORNING  AWARENESS 

THE  TINY  BIRD 
the  tiny  bird 
tried  desperately  to  fly 
despite  its  broken  wing 
flapping  endlessly 
in  an  effort 
to  become  airborne 
barely  missing  car  tires 
as  it  fluttered 
across  the  busy  street 
SQUASH 
under  a  truck  tire 
the  piece  of  paper 
once  again  lifted  by  the  wind 
continued  on  its  journey 


'Besieged  Center  of  Corruption" 

Descriptive  analysis  derived  solely  for  its  superficial 
satisfaction. 

And  am  just  so  tired  of  the  hard  edge  rulers  and  their  fail-safe 
syndroms. 

We've  reached  a  final  point  forcing  time  to  be  besieged  with 
action. 

Leaving  is  hardly  an  answer,  it's  merely  a  storage  box  of  all  their 

wants  and  whims. 

Time  heals  no  assets,  it  only  serves  to  triple  the  length  of  your 
bill. 

If  their  dynasty  hasn't  devoured  you,  that's  hardly  proof  that 

you've  left  in  one  piece. 

Set  your  feet  into  the  Twilight  Zone  and  hack  feverishly  toward 
the  sill. 

Yet  keep  an  escape  near,  for  their  foul  breath  may  contaminate 
your  wease. 

Don't  spoil  the  Brat,  give  it  more,  give  it  less.  .  . 
But  never,  never,  what  it  expects. 

G.R.C. 


of  anxious  things 
ton*  sath 


insieab,  pattern 
%  Uttic  birh 

faljO 

faorries  not — 
get  fytgfyer  are 

tot  ttjan 

%  little  birfr 
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VANTAGE  POINT 


Majestically  floating  across  the  vast  expanse  they  appear 

suspended, 

The  erratic  pulsation, 

sudden  ferocity  seeming  never  to  cease, 

it  does  momentarily, 

to  pick  up  again,  giving  no  relief 
to  the  goose  pimples  on  my  arms. 

I  gaze  at  the  horizon 

the  wind  whispers  its  tune 
I  feel  full  of  life, 

proud, 
strong, 

and,  most  important,  at  peace  with  all. 


K.  Rudolph 
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SOLITAIRE 


He  was  not  perfect. 

So  she  tilted  back  her  haughty  head 

And  began  the  dance  without  him. 

Thousands  turned  their  watchful  eyes  upon  her. 

She  danced  for  them, 

Performing  perfectly  every  step  they  commanded  of  her 
Until  she  faltered.  .  .and  fell. 
Now  she  dances 
Solitaire 

Lost  in  darkness 

Searching  for  a  true  light  to  guide  her  steps. 

Balancing  upon  delicate  feet, 

Gracefully  reaching  slender  arms  upward, 

She  beckons  pensively  for  a  strong  hand  to  guide  her 

Palm  to  palm,  fingertip  to  fingertip. 

And  who  can  match  her  steps? 

A  dip,  a  bow,  a  sway, 

Her  fleet  steps  carry  her  deeper  into  unreal  visions. 
She  hides  a  forlorn  eye  behind  a  frosty  brow, 
Bending  each  aloof  step  a  little  more  from  truth. 
Oh!  if  she  would  but  turn  her  proud  head  ever  so  little 
She  would  clearly  see  her  soul's  partner. 
But,  wistful,  her  eyes  gaze  always  before  her, 
And  she  dances  ever  onward,  headlong, 
Until  the  music  fades.  .  .  v 
And  dies.  .  .  \ 

SH 

Donna  Alexander 


"Midnight  Rendevous" 

Why  must  this  oil  lamp  feign  death  forcing  me  to  twist  its  valve  further? 
Its  inconsistent  flourescence  causes  a  thunderous  pounding  in  my  head, 
And  if  I  stretch  these  ancient  arthritic  limbs  my  temple  may  retire  some. 
But  in  the  middle  of  this  exercise  a  shadow  races  beneath  my  bed. 

I  then  do  the  only  logical  thing  whenever  such  an  apparition  appears, 
Having  read  Poe  and  recently  finishing  the  Necrominocon  exercises. 
It  has  been  deemed  best  to  probably  search  and  destroy  the  monster. 
So  I  squatted  beneath  my  desk  and  hid  my  unbelievable  eyes. 

Whatever  the  nameless  beast  was  that  now  resided  beneath  my  bedchambers, 
I  feared  it  for  none  other  reason  other  than  I  knew  so  little  of  it. 
Never  did  I  think  of  striking  a  friendship  nor  even  a  faint  acquaintance 
For  at  this  moment  if  ANY  relations  were  needed,  I'm  afraid  that  it'd 
have  to  rough  it. 

I  had  retired  the  idea  as  a  child  that  some  nightmare  reigned  beneath  my  slumber 
But  now  at  this  supposedly  secure  age,  I  return  to  wade  through  that  horrid  image  again 
The  sheets  had  been  my  seawalls  against  waves  of  grey  steel  fingers  with 
Hands  of  decayed  skin  attached  to  some  incubus  from  the  madness  of  Satan. 

Red  eyes  oozed  from  crater-ridden  sockets  and  gurgling  sounds  echoed  deep  within 
its  throat. 

This  thing  loved  to  creep  up  and  downstairs  and  crack  knuckles  in  the  shadows 
Those  craggy  fingernails  admired  my  horror  so  they  clawed  at  my  mattress.  . 
But  it  stayed  totally  elusive,  always  just  out  of  sight,  destroying  my  meddle  laws. 

Aging,  learning,  and  even  disregarding  much,  including  this  abomination  since  then, 
So  why  then  should  this  childish  memory  now  trouble  me  so? 
I  feel  a  paranoia  similar  to  premature  a  waking  and  finding  a  stranger's  face  in  my 
window. 

Hallucinations?  Explain  it  yourself  if  you  believe  you  know. 

The  mind  is  clear,  I've  had  no  concoctions  nor  sleeping  anecdotes. 
I  nap  quarterly  every  afternoon,  sleep  being  a  state  I  carefully  sow. 
Ageeably  the  room  is  hardly  what  one  would  deem  as  well-lit. 
Yet,  along  with  the  waxed  floor,  that  only  brightens  my  companion's  growing  red  glow. . 


G.R.C. 
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Being  completely  independent 

is  a  wonderful  life's  experiment. 

As  an  International  student 

there'll  be  many  new  things  to  learn. 


A  foreign  student  is  an  opportunity 

To  meet  the  people  of  different  society 

A  different  culture  is  what  I'll  see, 

But,  a  chance  to  build  an  International  community. 

Friendship  is  what  the  world  needs, 

Peace  and  love  I'll  try  to  keep 
Such  thoughts  to  Americans  I'll  give 

While  together  learn  to  live. 

We  mustn't  wait  for  tomorrow 

Because  that'll  bring  more  sorrows, 
Today  we  must  start  to  show 

And  achieve  these  wonderful  goals. 

Like  a  closed  breezeless  night 

low-hung  clouds  covered  the  sky 
But,  there  is  time  when  the  atmosphere  will  be  bright 

Therefore,  undiscouraged  we  must  climb. 

And  let  our  wishes  soon  be  fulfilled 

To  live,  to  serve,  and  make  this  world  beautiful, 
Deceitfulness,  selfishness,  we  must  be  careful, 

if  we  want  this  dream  to  come  true. 

Beauties  and  feelings  that  I  share 

will  be  the  most  sweet  memories  I  declare. 

All  thoughts,  all  delights  and  cares, 
in  my  heart  I  treasure  and  bear. 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 

For  you  all  day  by  day 
I  wish  these  goals  we  have  to  stay 

Even  when  we  are  far  away. 

Kim  Eng  Ng. 
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The  yellow  rose  is  a  neglected  flower  among  the  family  of  roses. 
It  is  bright-while  its  cousins  have  more  subtle  shades. 

The  petals  of  the  yellow  rose  unfold  like  liquid  sunshine, 
invisibly  poured  from  a  heavenly  pitcher. 

Each  petal  is  beautiful; 

together  they  form  a  perfect  whole,  reflecting  the  greatness  of 
its  creator. 

Few  take  time  to  enjoy  the  beauty  of  the  yellow  rose  when  other 
flowers  are  more  readily  attainable.  But  those  who  take  time  to 
discover  the  yellow  rose  receive  a  golden  gift  which  is 
unforgettable.  That  is  why  I  am  glad  I  stopped  to  see  the  yellow 
rose  in  you. 

Maybe  the  yellow  rose  has  beauty  which  is  too  obvious,  but  the 
gentle  bees  do  not  let  this  flower  go  unnoticed.  Its  inner  and 
outer  beauty  is  too  great. 

Like  the  gentle  animals,  I  too,  cannot  ignore  the  yellow  rose- 
especially  when  you  show  me  your  lovely  petals.  .  . 

Dwight  W.  Ives 


"Vertigines  Vitiate" 


You're  such  a  part  of  me  now, 

I'll  never  loose  you. 

When  was  the  time  or  how 

Did  I  acquire  your  zoo? 

And  could  one  harvest  life  alone 

Without  your  brutal  love? 

Flying  past  my  alien  zone 

In  a  guise  from  above. 

Your  sinister  sockets  glare 
With  that  red-eyed  laugh. 
Electricity  stitches  that  isolated  stare 
That's  caught  me  in  such  a  kel. 
Heavy  metal  thunders  as  you  preach 
And  I,  too  was  convinced. 
You  sucked  me  like  a  leech, 
Swearing  I'd  never  repent. 

No  longer  are  decisions  available. 
I've  made  one  so  fatal. 
Your  horror  crossed  winds  unsailable, 
Born  out  of  Respect's  cradle. 
My  mistake  is  beyond  me  now,  it  seems, 
The  pain  cannot  be  ceased. 
Resurrecting  infinite  monstrosities  from  dreams, 
Supremely  guide  the  mark  of  the  beast.  .  . 


Gary  R.  Conway 


□  Lord. 
I  need  you. 

I've  had  a  trying  time  this  week. 
My  Child, 

I  know  you  need  me. 

I'm  sorry  you  had  a  trying  time  this  week. 
Perhaps  you'll  learn  to  take  me  with  you.  .  . 

to  your  classes,  meals,  and  study  times  

Don't  shut  me  out  immediately  after  saying  grace. 
Don't  take  me  out  only  when  the  going  gets  rough. 
Let  me  share  your  whole  life  with  you. 

Lord, 

I'm  sorry  I've  neglected  you. 

Lord,  I  need  your  patience  when  I  study. 

I  need  your  understanding  and  love  when  the 

going  gets  rough. 

Lord,  thank-you  for  caring. 

I  love  you. 

My  Child. 
I  love  you. 

Donna  Wood 


WORDS  TO  LIVE  BY 

The  service  we  render  to  others  is  really  the  rent  we  pay  for  room  on 
this  earth.  The  reason  being  we  owe  God  some  sort  of  reward  for 
putting  us  on  this  planet.  After  all,  any  and  everything  that  we  have  and 
cherish  was,  and  is,  provided  by  him. 

Therefore,  by  doing  for  others  you  are  actually  doing  for  Him.  There's  an 
old  saying,  "One  hand  washes  the  other",  and  that's  how  my  life  is 
based  on  those  principles.  In  return  I  expect  God  to  provide  me  with  the 
breath  of  life  and  guide  me  over  troubled  waters  to  a  respectful  and 
prosperous  life  for  many  more  years  to  come.  I  hope  someday  everyone 
in  the  world  will  come  to  their  senses  and  know  all  they  need  to  do  is 
just  ask  and  he'll  provide, 

Mark  Pitts 


21 


S$  ^#ieno£ 

feiencl  (As  Aomeones  A^iecia/; 

S$ Jjueshd  (As  /urbc£  and  facte/, 
^cend  ids  ones  lvJios'Ss  {/testes 

^/o  aAcu<€s  A&fi/tineAAs  uulAs  (^ous. 

fitienc/s  (As  Someone/  A^tectotl; 

^tencfs  a/cu^As      ^sotuo  xwley. 
* fitiericl'  (As  Someone^  taJto^As  A/^/rteltrrteAs 
^)  a/Zed  on  to<      (^ou#s  ^tttoles. 

S$ feieno£  (As  Aarrteones  A^tectctl; 

fluency  au/l  cz/uslcu^As  ccu<&. 
Jj<ienc£  (As  arte/  taJtos  AefyiAs  ^oto 

tf//i/As  tAes  buswtenAs  (^ous  rrtcu^s  iiecuo. 

S$ Jj<iesic£  (As  Asorrteones  A^tecwtl; 

3& * Jjtieria's  (As  ttecM^s  we*^  rttces. 
S$ feiencl  lA;  one;  taJtos  t^au?  casv  cte/tenols 

ty/ftons  Ids  gUvies  i^aco  ^xxod  at/mces. 

puend  (As  A&rrteones  A^tectctl; 

S$ fl<i£fic£  (As  ones  usJtOs  /cuneAs  (^oto 
S$ fefienas*  (As  ones  taJtos  aAoupAs  (^oco 
^/Actt  ^eAuAs  /a&eAs  ^soto  loos. 

C^xtt  ^/Ao^n/ons 
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DIRECTION 


Put  me  at  rest 
After  each  test 

Thinking  beforehand 
How  much  I  want  to  understand 
Your  Love,  your  command 
What  direction  should  be  taken? 

Put  my  mind  at  rest 

Life  at  its  best 

Many  years  have  gone 

And  still  I  feel  alone 

Questions  have  the  same  tone 

What  direction  should  be  taken? 

Put  my  mind  at  rest 
That's  my  request 
Coming  now  to  my  end 
On  whom  I  can  depend 
I  know  Him  as  a  friend 
This  direction  can  be  taken. 

Put  my  mind  at  rest 

I'm  now  His  guest 

I  feel  no  heartache  or  pain 

I  know  what  there  is  to  gain 

And  no  tears  like  rain 

My  direction  is  Heaven! 

James  H.  Nelson 
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AS  THE  SUN,  SO  DOES  "THE  SON" 


As  the  sun,  so  does  "The  Son" 

shine  exceedingly  bright,  possessing  darkness 

not  even  in  the  least. 

Continuity-of  presence  and  penetrating 

radiance  are  virtues  true  indeed. 
As  the  sun,  so  does  "The  Son" 

light  our  path  ahead,  making  the  unknown  and 

fearful  a  revelation  where  fear  has  no  ground. 

Light  is  brought  upon  things  necessary  for 

our  viewing. 
As  the  sun,  so  does  "The  Son" 

envelop  us  with  warmth  beyond  utterance, 

making  the  sense  of  feeling  a  welcomed  gift. 
As  the  sun,  so  does  "The  Son" 

give  us  strength  and  energy  at  times  of 

helplessness  and  dependence. 

Vitality  is  given  to  all  who  will  partake. 
As  the  sun,  so  does  "The  Son" 

bring  life  and  growth  whereby  the  Creator  is  glorified 
by  the  creation  below. 
As  the  sun,  so  does  "The  Son" 

unveil  beauty  instilled  within  for  all  to  gaze 

upon  and  marvel  at. 
Both  sun  and  "Son" 

hold  virtues  many  alike. 
By  far  one  excels  though,  having  powers  untold, 

for  the  sun  one  day  perisheth  but  "The  Son" 

will  not. 

Pamela  Grout 
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REALIZATION  OF  OCTOBER  13,  1980 

I  look  at  her  beautiful  body  as  it  sleeps. 

For  it  is  just  that,  a  body. 

The  breath  it  breathes  is  gone,  and 

the  breath  of  the  body  is  the  Spirit  and 

the  Soul. 

How  can  one  look  at  the  non-living 
and  not  believe  in  life  after  death? 
A  life  in  HEAVEN  or  a  life  in  hell. 
Perhaps  the  non-believers  have  never  truly 
looked  at  the  dead. 

It  is  the  Spirit  and  the  Soul  that  we  love. 
For  a  body  is  just  a  body  without  it,  and 
love  of  the  Spirit  and  the  Soul  gives  us 
true  love  of  the  body. 

A  body  without  a  good  Spirit  and  a  Soul 

is  nothing. 

The  magnificently  beautiful  Spirit  and 
Soul  of  the  body  I  look  upon  today  has 
long  since  gone  to  Paradise. 
I  weep  because  her  body  is  dead  and  with 
me  no  longer. 

But  you  see  my  Aunt  Charlotte  is  just  on 
vacation. 

For  her  Christian  Spirit  and  Soul  is  still 

very  much  alive  awaiting  its  final 
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MY  MUSICAL  PRAYER 
Oh  Lord,  show  me  the  Way, 
Please  tell  me  what  to  say 
To  friends  who  are  looking  for  you 
Oh  Lord,  Please  tell  me,  do. 

Lord,  you  are  my  light. 
Please  help  me  shine  you  bright, 
So  others  can  understand 
Your  will  and  your  plan. 
And  I  will  sing  Alleluia! 

Like  a  warm  summer  rain 
You  ease  all  my  pain 
You're  a  soft  gentle  breeze 
When  you  calm  my  troubled  seas. 

Lord,  you  fill  me  up  with  joy 
You're  the  one  that  I  adore! 
And  when  I  take  my  final  breath 
When  my  eyes  close  in  death.  .  . 

I  will  sing  Alleluia! 

I  will  sing  Alleluia! 

 Susan  Hilton 


MY  PRAYER:  HIS  ANSWER 
Lord, 

I  know  someday  I  will  reach 
this  mountain  top.  But,  right 
now,  my  feet  are  slipping 
on  the  trail  and  I  fear 
falling. 

Also,  my  hands  are  losing 

their  grip  on  the  safety  rope. 

I  sure  hope  the  top  of  the  mountain 

is  around  the  next  corner! 

Lord, 

When  am  I  going  to  realize 
the  worth  of  my  constant 
climbing? 

Child, 

The  worth  of  your  climb 
is  when  you  can  see 
down 

and  around 

and  out 
and  above! 


.Susan  Hilton 
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THEN  SOMETHING  HAPPENED 

I  ran  in  the  fields  yesterday. 
I  climbed  the  tree,  then  cut  the  grass 

Then  something  happened. 

I  rode  my  bicycle  and 
peddled  my  newspapers. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  walked  home  from  school, 
kicking  a  rock. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  found  my  first  love. 

Went  to  my  first  campmeeting. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  got  in  my  first  fight. 
I  got  my  first  black  eye. 

Then  somehting  happened. 

I  got  a  part-time  job. 
I  bought  my  first  car. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  went  to  my  first  prom. 
I  graduated  from  high  school. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  had  my  first  car  wreck. 
I  lived  through  it. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  began  my  first  full-time  job. 
I  began  my  career. 

Then  something  happened. 

I  decided  to  go  to  college. 
I  found  something  genuine. 

Then  something  happened. 

The  Lord  touched  me. 
"You  are  my  child,"  He  said. 

Then  something  happened. 
My  life  became  worthwhile. 
Now  He  dwells  in  my  heart  and  life. 

Ray  W.P.  Hamilton 
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EXPERIENCE 


True  religion  is  like  being  at  the  fair; 
To  experience  it,  you  must  have  been  there. 
Many  there  are  who  can  direct  the  way. 
Some  will  tell  you,  you  must  learn  to  pray. 

Few  who  have  been  there  can  really  describe, 
All  the  dazzling  wonders  to  beheld  by  the  eye. 
Others  who  have  been  there  can  point  the  way. 
One  thing  they  know  is  that  you  must  stop  to  pray. 

Though  someone  gifted  may  describe  the  show, 
When  he  has  finished,  you  still  won't  know. 
The  thrill  of  seeing  the  dazzling  lights, 
Though  you  may  wish  to  with  all  your  might. 

Each  ride,  each  booth  he  can  describe  with  ease, 

Making  your  mind  feel  real  pleased, 

That  you  now  know  what  it's  like  at  the  fair; 

But  you  haven't  experienced  it  'till  you've  been  there. 

One  thing  about  those  who  have  been. 

They  can  tell  you  with  a  smile  over  and  over  again. 

The  wonderful  joy  of  being  there, 

But  you  must  exprience  it,  if  this  feeling  you'll  share. 

Some  will  tell  you  they've  been  to  the  fair, 
Though  it's  obvious  nothing  was  experienced  there. 
Thay  and  the  others,  who  have  not  been  there, 
Point  out  the  bad  to  be  found  at  the  fair. 

Thay  are  so  busy  finding  fault; 

Nit  picking,  with  their  minds  they've  sought, 

To  destroy  the  joy  to  others  it's  bought. 

Since  they  haven't  experienced  it,  than  they  find  fault. 

Though  physically  they  are  there  at  the  fair, 
It  takes  the  right  spirit  to  experience  it  there. 
The  spirit  of  the  thing  is  what  sets  the  stage; 
Without  this  spirit,  it's  as  though  you  were  caged. 

True  religion  is  like  being  at  the  fair, 
Because  all  the  time,  you  are  right  there. 
If  you  are  to  experience  this  wonderful  sight, 
Practice  the  presents  of  God  with  all  your  might. 

Samantha  Bissell 
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Dissertation  on  Insertation  (God's) 


Why  did  Noah  say  Aloha  to  the  Moa? 

Is  the  proem  to  my  poem  about  selection 

Since  I've  no  trowel  for  my  vowels,  I  use  this  fowl; 

Though  the  Brontosaur,  that  dinosaur,  could  also  have  election. 

Though  my  syntax  pricks  like  tin  tacks, 

Never  fear  my  verbal  spears 

Please  don't  say  my  reason's  wizzened, 

But  give  juxtaposition  to  my  supposition  and  your  ears. 

Listen  closely  while  I  jucosely  (and  verbosely) 

As  I  loosely  and  obtusely  ramble  by: 

Why  did  that  old  patriarch,  when  his  ark  was  parked, 

Not  shatter  and/or  splatter  the  fly? 

Charles  Leonhardt 


FALSE  GODS  AND  THE  JUDGEMENT  DAY 

Man  worships  man  and  mind  and  human  will 

And  bows  to  Chemo-Physics  swollen  womb 

Offering  carnal  sacrifice  until 

His  very  flesh  is  required  of  the  begit  Bomb 

Pendulums  twist  and  the  wall  clock  is  not  round. 

Diana's  path  is  shaken  and  tides  wreck  the  cities 

Earth  shatters,  hell  leaps  from  the  broken  ground 

A,nd  mankind  is  trapped  beneath  bleeding  skies 

A  blistered  tomb  of  once  almighty  gods 

Now  saunters  through  a  silent  universe 

This  mass  where  once  such  brave  immortals  trod 

Still  bears  a  glow  to  mark  their  final  curse 

Whatever  knowledge  creatures  may  acquire 

Untempered  with  a  higher  plane  of  thought 

Will  prove  its  transience  in  unholy  fire 

If  mankind  rules  that  what  mankind's  lust  has  wrought. 


3Jn*t  a  39km 

^orir  gon'lie  pnt  me  Ijere  npon  ti|tgt  sanit, 
(31  am  to  be  part  of  gonr  foonherfnl  plan, 
^ut  ^orit,  (3Pm  just  a  man! 

^Corir,  gon'lie  sent  me  to  different  lanh*. 
lion'fre  a^keft  me  to  bo  all  tfyat  <31  can, 
^nt  |£orir,  <3Pm  jn*t  a  man! 

^Horb,  gon'fre  askeb  me  to  take  gonr  fyanir, 
®o  take  mg  place  npon  gonr  stanb, 
^§nt  |£orir,  (SPm  jnst  a  man! 

(31  knofti  gon're  jnst  a  man 
(3Pfre  placeir  npon  tlrjtsi  sanh 
tEo  go  to  tfye  Mfferent  lanite, 
^Bni  (3IUI  Ijelp  gon  be  all  gon  can! 

Virginia  ^Stirklanir 


36 


This  nation's  natural  beauty.as  I  construe  it  to  be, 
is  held  in  the  hands  of  God 
making  us  the  land  of  the  free. 

Our  founding  father's  knowledge  of  constitutional  pride 
established  written  law— 
not  man's  foolish  pride. 

Our  governement  struggles  through  tangled  tapes, 
judges  in  their  robes, 

congress  in  their  chairs, 

presidents  in  the  polls.  . . 

In  the  West  tall  redwoods  grow, 
romantic  deserts  sands  aglow  j 

The  North's  blizzards  terrorize  all  but  the 
wild,  the  free  and  the  bold. 

The  East  is  damp  and  dreary; 
sky  scrapers  all  along  the  way. 

subways  click  and  clack 

through  their  journeys  of  the  day. 

The  South  established  in  gray, 
warm  summer  nights 

led  by  moon's  golden  rays.  .  . 
Mountains  here,  rivers  there.  .  . 

and  what  a  drawl  we  bear! 

Here  we  have  the  melting  pot  of  all  those.  .  dispossessed.  . 

with  every  nationality  represented  there.  .  . 

What  is  this  I  write?  What  is  this  I  say? 

One  Nation  Under  God— MY  HOME  THE  U.S.A.!!! 

B.J.  Campbell 
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TO  ANOTHER  ATHLETE  DYING  YOUNG 
(A  reminder  to  American  Athletes  Boycotting  the  1980 
Olympics) 


The  sweat  and  blood,  his  breast  and  brow,  adorn; 
His  only  ribbon,  a  faded  jacket  torn; 
There  were  no  brass  band  victory  parades, 
No  jubilant  hordes,  no  public  accolades; 
He  never  was  by  screaming  crowds  adored, 
Nor  offered  for  some  menial  task  reward; 
They  did  not  come  from  miles  to  see  him  play, 
And  yet  his  dedication  did  not  sway; 
No  bronze  nor  gold  nor  silver  marked  his  quest 
Who  lies  now  still,  lead  scattered  in  his  chest. 
This  athlete  dying  young  was  not  self-proud; 
His  words  and  deeds  were  strong  but  never  loud; 
He  fought  not  for  acclaim,  but  freedom's  cause, 
And  gave  his  life  without  the  just  applause; 
So  you,  who  mourn  aloud,  four  years,  repent! 
God  knows,  he  lost  eighteen  and  is  content. 

W.S. 
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Trying  to  capture  the  essence  of  feelings, 

Searching  for  words  to  express  thoughts, 

but  getting  nowhere. 

The  beauty  of  it  exists  in  the  mind 

but  when  written  down, 

it  all  seems  common, 

even  though  it  is  unique. 

Words  must  be  chosen  carefully 

to  convey  the  majesty  of  fragile  emotions 

which  can  be  shattered  easily 

or 

preserved  beautifully. 

Changes  are  never  easy  to  accept 

while 

memories  are  harder  to  forget. 
I  want  to  remember 
how  I  feel 

now.  .  .  when  everything  is  changing. 
You  touched  my  life  with  love 

—a  special  love— 
and  I  will  never  be  the  same  again. 

Carole  A.  Hoist 
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■DEPARTURE*- 


Must  you  leave  me  now 
please  don't  go 
don't  walk  away  from  me 
when  I  need  you  most. 


Must  I  travel  alone 

on  the  forgotten  footsteps 

of  solitary  oblivion 

and  weep  no  more. 


Must  we  say  goodbye  now 
when  I  have  given  all  of  me  to  you 
every  last  ounce  of  love  and  passion 
it's  cold  out  and  I  need  you  so. 


Must  we  act  as  strangers 
and  go  our  different  ways 
we  were  once  lovers 
why  can't  we  now  be  friends? 


Must  I  forget  the  times  we  had 
all  the  exciting  moments  we  shared 
and  most  of  all  the  quiet  times 
we  both  held  so  dear. 


Must  I  erase  the  day  ypu  saw 
my  eyes  fill  with  tears 
when  one  look  from  you  was  enough 
and  meant  a  million  words. 


Must  I  forget  such  words 
"don't  worry"  "I  understand" 
"I  love  you"  "hold  me  close" 
"take  my  hands  in  yours" 
"don't  let  this  moment  pass. 


Forget  when  spring  was  eternal 

and  worries  did  not  exist 

when  innocently  gazed  into  each  other's  eyes 

so  lovingly  and  dearly. 

Must  we  forget? 


I  must  go  now,  she  said 

it's  getting  late  and  have  to  go 

you  will  find  it  in  your  heart 

the  forgiving  and  understanding 

of  the  one  that  was  once  your  lover 

and  is  now  your  friend.  ou  .      .  „ 

1  She  turned  and  walked  away 

and  in  the  shadows  of  a  setting  sun 

she  disappeared  in  the  distance 

and  in  the  dying  glint  of  sunlight 

I  saw  the  portals  of  the  convent  slowly  close. 


Eddie  Marquez 
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And  never  show  a  thing. 
But  how  do  you  know  they  love  you 


if  to  these  words  they  do  not  cling 
Action  shows  love;  for  that's  what  our  father  has  done 
God  showed  his  love  for  us. 

When  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son. 
Suppose  God  always  said  he  loves  us 

but  never  showed  action 
Never  fed  us,  clothed  us, 

Or  provided  us  with  needed  satisfaction. 
Then,  would  you  say  right  away 

that  He  does  not  love  us. 
The  same  with  the  people  here  on  earth, 

without  action  they  feel  unloved  too. 
So  today,  if  you  have  been  saying, 

"I  love  you",  without  showing  action, 
Stop  saying  it  for  a  while  and  let  action 

give  you  the  necessary  satisfaction. 

Shirley  Middleton 

THE  GIFT 

I  do  not  have  a  pot  of  gold 
Or  values  you  can  see, 

But  what  I  have  to  offer  you 
Is  what  God  gave  to  me. 

It's  bigger  than  can  be  imagined 
Yet  smaller  than  you  think. 
It  fills  your  body's  every  need, 
But  can't  be  eaten  or  drunk. 

It's  taller  than  the  tallest  pine 
Still  lower  than  its  roots 

It  sends  a  tune  that's  lovlier 
Than  that  of  any  flute. 

In  case  you  think  this  gift  of  mine 
Is  hard  to  figure  out, 

The  gift  of  Love  my  dear, 

Is  what  this  poem  is  all  about. 


Kinsey  McFadden 
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C.Y.F. 

Although  I'm  often  inconsiderate,  mean  and  stubborn,  too, 
it  doesn't  mean  that  I  don't  love  and  honestly  value  you. 

You're  always  there  with  a  kind  word  no  matter  what  goes  down. 
I  can  always  count  on  C.Y.F.  to  somehow  make  me  smile. 

You  don't  always  talk  about  God,  but  your  light  always  shines. 
Anyone  from  A-Z  and  on  should  be  happy  to  have  you  around. 

People  that  put  you  down  do  it  out  of  jealousy,  but  they  should  realize 
that  you  are  how  they  should  try  to  be.  Your  beauty  outshines  many 
and  your  kindness  is  never-ending.  You're  forgiving,  sweet  and  witty, 
too,  but  these  qualities  just  name  a  few. 

If  you  are  put  upon  a  pedestal  it's  because  that's  where  you  belong, 
since  people  like  you  are  very  rare  and  should  be  an  example  to  all. 

May  God  shine  down  upon  you  and  make  your  days  all  bright.  Because  if 
He's  not  anywhere  around,  I  know  He's  in  your  life. 

I  admire  you  as  a  person  and  I  know  I  always  will.  You'll  always  be  special 
to  me  and  forever.  .  .  My  Friend. 

Melonie  P.  Foster 


MY  FRIEND 

To  speak  your  name 
is  to  make  you  real. 
Your  youthful  innocence 
your  playful  smile; 

it  is  you  my  friend  who  picks  me  up 
when  I  have  fallen. 

You've  helped  me  see  my  mirror  image, 

who  I  really  am  and  not  what  I  appear  to  be. 

Because  my  friend,  when  you  look  in  the  mirror 

and  like  what  you  see,  you  are  at  peace  with  yourself. 

We  are  all  so  unique;  there  is  only  one  you  and  only  one  me, 

and  though  our  lives  different  may  be 

the  charm  and  beauty  of  this  creation- 

to  be  so  alike  and  yet  so  different- 

is  the  fulfillment  of  the  soul. 

And  so  my  friend,  I  knelt  and  tried  to  thank  my  God 
for  all  the  many  blessings  of  love  and  friendship, 
but  could  not  get  my  lips  to  speak. 
And  from  above  a  gentle  whisper  said, 
"Arise  my  son,  your  heart  has  said  it  all!" 

Eddie  Marquez 
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MY  LIFE  IS  A  BOOK 

My  life  is  a  book 
each  day,  a  word; 
each  month,  a  page; 
each  year,  a  chapter. 
Of  the  many  characters 
he  fitted  in  beautifully  bringing  adventure 
I  was  reluctant  to  turn  the  pages 
Knowing  I  would  leave  him  behind. 
Even  though  I  can  always  reread  parts 
It's  never  the  same. 

Sometimes  I  regret  finishing  that  section, 

remembering  how  it  felt 

—turning  the  pages— 

but  a  book  is  not  complete 

without  its  chapters. 

And  I  would  not  have  come  across  You— 

The  one  character  bringing  love  and  meaning  into  my  story 

if  I  did  not  let  go  of  the  past  pages. 

Please  stay  with  me 

Until  the  back  cover  is  closed. 

 Carole  A.  Hoist 


y^E  tm/TK, 

AVD  THE.  VTFE 
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Carole  A.  Hoist 


You. 
dancing 

hurling  handfuls  of  glitter  against  black 

making  real  toys 

creating  reflection  playmates 

laughing 

Us. 
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As  I  walk  along, 
You  walk  beside  me 
with  your  arm  around  me 
enveloping  me  with  your  Jove. 
I  am  never  afraid  for  I  know  that 
You  are  always  with  me. 
In  the  quiet  of  the  evening 
I  sit  and  talk  with  you. 
Your  voice  whispers  softly  in  the  breeze. 
Your  fingers  brush  against  my  face. 
I  see  your  smile  in  the  fading  sunset. 
By  the  brook  I  hear  your  laughter. 
All  around  me  are  signs  of  your  presence. 
They  express  in  all  their  beauty.  .  . 
Your  love.  .  . 

for  me. 
Myra  Campbell 


ALPHA  \§ 

by  Terry  Jonathon  Moore 

I  introduce  you  to  Jack  Howitz.  Jack  is  a  respectable,  cultured  man 
who  works  for  Z.A.P.F.  (Zoological  Art  Preserver  Foundation)  in 
Baltimore,  Maryland.  Jack,  as  you  will  see  in  this  top-secret  report, 
came  near  being  infamous. 

It  all  started  in  January  of  nineteen  hundred  and  seventy  nine  when 
thirty-two-year-old  Jack  made  a  business  trip  to  Washington,  D.C.  He 
was  to  meet  with  lobbyists  for  Z.A.P.F.  He  was  to  put  more  pressure  on 
them  to  get  support  for  a  bill  that  had  been  tabled  in  a  committee 
meeting.  The  bill  would  provide  "all  zoology  related  non-profit 
organizations"  with  seventeen  trillion  dollars  over  the  next  thirty 
years.  Z.A.P.F.  would  have  been  one  of  these,  receiving  three  billion,  two 
hundred  million  dollars. 

When  Jack  met  with  Z.A.P.F. 's  lobbyists  he  was  told  that  all  their 
efforts  produced  only  one  possible  supporter,  and  he  was  a  new-comer 
to  Washington— Senator  Michael  Culton,  an  Independent  from 
Virginia.  They  had  arranged  for  Jack  to  talk  with  him  at  nine-forty-five 
the  next  morning. 

When  Jack  walked  into  Senator  Culton's  office  he  was  surprised  to 
see  a  fairly  young  man.  He  had  expected  a  dignified,  silver-haired  crook. 

"Hello,  I'm  Jack  Howitz  with  the  Zoological  Art  Preserver 
Foundation  out  of  Baltimore,"  Jack  said. 

"Yes  I  know,"  shot  off  the  senator  as  he  twisted  a  paper  clip,  "I've 
had  you  checked  out;  I  know  all  the  garbage  about  you." 

Jack  sat  bewildered. 

The  senator  went  on,  "I  agreed  to  meet  with  a  person  like  you  for 
one  reason:  I  want  to  make  a  deal.  Are  you  game?" 
"I  am  if  it'll  help  my  company." 

"Oh  boy,  I've  picked  a  guy  with  apple-pie  loyalty.  Yeah,  I'll  push  that 
bill  your  company  wants  all  the  way  through." 
"All  right,  what  do  I  do?" 

"Okay,  what  you  do  is  take  an  envelope,  put  it  in  your  coat  pocket, 
go  to  the  Prescott  Restaurant  this  afternoon,  hang  your  coat  up,  eat 
lunch,  when  you  leave  pretend  you're  forgetting  your  coat.  A  guy  right 
behind  you  will  ask  you  if  it's  yours  and  hand  it  to  you.  When  you  get  it 
back  the  envelope  will  be  gone." 

"You've  got  a  deal." 

"And  you  had  better  come  through,  'cause  I've  got  you  on 
tape  agreeing  to  it  and  I  can  blackmail  you  till  your  mother  wouldn't 
waste  her  spit  on  you  if  you  were  on  fire!" 


— issr — 
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Jack  took  the  envelope,  left  Culton's  office,  got  on  an  interstate 
highway  and  just  drove  and  drove.  During  all  this  driving  he  wondered, 
"Should  I  just  do  what  Culton  said?  Or  should  I  open  the  envelope  and  do 
something  on  my  own  for  a  change?  It  would  be  safer  to  just  follow 
directions.  I  could  be  a  rich  man  six  months  from  now." 

He  pulled  into  a  rest  stop.  He  opened  the  envelope.  He  looked 
inside.  It  was  a  couple  of  sheets  of  microfilm. 

He  drove  to  a  college  he  had  passed.  He  went  to  the  library  and 
looked  at  the  microfilm  under  a  viewer.  They  were  coded. 

He  got  in  his  car  and  drove  to  Baltimore.  He  went  to  his  bank  and 
withdrew  all  of  his  money.  He  then  went  to  the  airport  and  paid  cash  for 
a  ticket  to  Canada. 

After  he  got  through  customs  in  Canada,  he  went  to  the  restroom 
and  flushed  all  his  identification  cards  (driver's  license,  social  security 
credit  cards,  etc.)  down  the  toilet. 

He  then  spent  the  next  three  months  decoding  the  microfilm. 

He  had  decoded  enough  of  it  to  know  that  he  had  the  plans  for  the 
secret  devices  that  would  be  installed  within  the  walls  of  the  proposed 
Alpha  submarine. 

After  a  long  day  of  decoding  he  went  to  bed.  "Just  one  more  day  of 
this,"  he  thought  to  himself.  He  went  to  sleep  wondering  how  to  find  a 
Soviet  spy— wondering  how  much  to  ask  for  since  it  was  already 
decoded. 

The  next  day,  which  was  a  Sunday,  he  again  worked  on  decoding  as 
he  had  every  day  for  three  months.  His  final  task  was  decoding  the  last 
footnote.  He  paused  to  read  over  what  he  had  decoded  so  far  of  the 
footnote: 

These  microfilm  materials  are  coated  with  a  secret 
radioactive  element  such  that  the  U.S.  satellite  LBJ 
can  trace  their  location  anywhere  in  the  world  in  a 
matter  of  three  months. 
This.  . . 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 
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Allright  Men  .  .  .  We  Attack  at  Dawn" 
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The  editor  and  staff  of  the  1981  Sefer  is  indebted  to  the 
Baptist  College  Print  Shop  staff  for  their  assistance  in  advice, 
careful  workmanship  and  cooperation  as  the  Sefer  was 
created.  Without  a  good  printer,  no  book  can  be  a  real  success. 
The  spirit  of  the  writers  and  the  artists  is  enhanced  through 
understanding  and  professionally  alert  technicians. 
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